on the outskirts of the villages, staying for days or
weeks, as the luck serves them. And, so far as I
could judge, people receive them with good nature,
perhaps grateful for the excitement they bring into
lives that know little variation as season follows sea-
son and year glides into yean Just outside Thebes
I found eleven of their tents set upon some rough
ground, the beasts tethered, the dogs on guard, the
babies toddling and sprawling, while their mothers
were cooking some mysterious compound, and the
men were away perhaps on some nefarious errand
among the excited Thebans. For that day Greek
officers were visiting the town, and in front of the
cafe, among the trees, and above the waterside,
where we stopped to lunch, there was a parade of
horses, mules, and donkeys from all the neighbor-
hood. War was taking its toll of the live-stock, and
the whole population was abroad to see the fun.

As soon as I had descended from the car and be-
gun to unpack my provisions, an elderly man came
up, asked whether we were from Athens, and then
put the question that is forever on the lips of the
Greek, "What is the news ?" Every Greek has a pas-
sion for the latest news. Often, when I was travel-
ing through the country, people I passed on the way
called out to me, "What is the news?" or, "Can you
give us a newspaper?"

Thebes, where, according to legend, Hercules was
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